CHAPTER  XI

THE   GREAT  NORTH   ROAD

IT chanced that as I went down the hill these last words of my
friend the drover echoed not unfruitfully in my head, I had
never told these men the least particulars as to my race or
fortune, as it was a part, and the best part, of their civility to
ask no questions: yet they had dubbed me without hesitation
English. Some strangeness in the accent they had doubtless
thus explained. And it occurred to me, that if I could pass in
Scotland for an Englishman, I might be able to reverse the
process and pass in England for a Scot. I thought, if I was
pushed to it, I could make a struggle to imitate the brogue;
after my experience with Candlish and Sim, I had a rich pro-
vision of outlandish words at my command; and I felt I could
tell the tale of Tweedie's dog so as to deceive a native. At the
same time, I was afraid my name of St. Ives was scarcely suit-
able ; till I remembered there was a town so called in the
province of Cornwall, thought I might yet be glad to claim it
for my place of origin, and decided for a Cornish family and a
Scots education. For a trade, as I was equally ignorant of all,
and as the most innocent might at any moment be the means
of my exposure, it was best to pretend to none. And I dubbed
myself a young gentleman of a sufficient fortune and an idle,
curious habit of mind, rambling the country at my own charges,
in quest of health, information, and merry adventures.

At Newcastle, which was the first town I reached, I com-
pleted my preparations for the part, before going to the inn, by
the purchase of a knapsack and a pair of leathern gaiters. My
plaid I continued to wSar from sentiment. It was warm, useful
to sleep in if I were agyin Benighted, and I had discovered it to be
not unbecoming for a man of gallant carriage. Thus equipped,
I supported my character of the light-hearted pedestrian not
amiss. Surprise was indeed expressed that I should have selected
such a season of the year ; but I pleaded some delays of business,
and smilingly claimed to be an eccentric. The devil was in it,
I would say, if any season of the year was not good enough for

75